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TIE W IN E GLASS. 


IT have often considered upon the words 
which are placed at the head of this article, 
not with jaundiced or prejudiced eye; but 
with a philanthropic desire to arrive at the 
natural effects resulting from its intemperate | 
use, or even moderate indulgence; and have 
never failed to turn away with detestation 
aud horror. The man that falls in battle 
who either fed on by tbe ambition ofan aspiring 
demagogue, or whether resisting the hand that 
would bind him in slavery, falls in glory 5 ; and 

) his family or friends receive a rich legacy in 
the unshrinking patriotism of their kinsman ; ; 
whilst the victim of tntemperance sinks unre- 

grave, and his ¢ 
under the mercenary hands of the stranger, 
with not even a friend or relative who will 
followhim to the ‘narrow mansion of the dead.’ 
[have olten watched the youth as he first 
touched ‘the flowing bowl’—he grasped with 
timidity as he raised it to his quivering lips ; 
but soon its alluring enchantments leads him 
to revel in its deleterious enjoyments—to 
indulge in pleasures which sparkle for a mo- 
mentin elegant scintillations ; but, which, like 
the apple of ‘Tantalus, when their reality is 
tested by the sober thoughts of serious con- 
te mplation, sink into nothing. Aye, [ have 
marked him whilsthe pushed! hiscourse onward, 
lrom tue temperate yout h—to the 
man 3; the heart that once 

its purity and chastity, I 

that would shudder at 
ransformed trom the angelic 


gretted into the closes eves 


dissalute 
was joyful in 
have seen changed 


its crime s3 


into one 


and a being ¢ form 
hedegradation of the brut 
the bacchanal are puntsi- 


may porn out tie erro 


of huis Creator, into t 
he meditations ol 
Kind friends 


stands Lys for = 


of his ways, whilst contrition 

him arraved in the holy meekness of its 
nature—lor awhile he attempts to reclaim his 
fallen honor, his friends see once inore his 


entrance into paths of rectitu le with hearis of 


oveitiuwing joyjs-—yet the hopes of mo 





in a moment, may turn to clouds—and so it is 
with him that has once indulged in the ~ of 
ithe bowl—he discards it for a moment, but 
at last, the heart shrinks at its de ae and 
he strives to drown the remorse of his soul, 
by sinking deeper into the viees which sully 
his virtue. 

| Reader, allow me to introduce to your 
acquaintance, a pe rsonage whose life, interest- 
ing in itself, il! ustrates the preceding re- 
marks,—Iexry De Lisp, a Frenchman by 
parentage. “Though born in wealth and fortune, 
for many years, towards the close of his life 
he had forsook the pleasures x the world and 
abandoned the company of mankind. ‘The 
hair which once graced his he adj in thick black 


tresses, hac been silvered by time, and now 
hung thinly ove’ his venerable forehead, cast- 


ing upon eac “ feature of a noble countenance 
a 5 ‘p shade of holiness and pie ty. Four- 
score years oF helived,and now in his eighty- 
first, dwelt in the village of — , like a father 
to its citizens, fora long tife had taught him 
much that was unknown to his fellow mortals 
and lessons of experience had taueht him wis- 
dom and ‘To the oid in years he 
was a useful monitor, and the young flocked 
around bim for amusement and instruetion. 
Numerous talescould he recoantof the histery 
of former years, udes of a 


2 } 
judgment. 


and of the viecrssit 


soldier’s life—for he had served in the wars 
of the revolution. ‘Phere is an air of venera- 
tion in an oO '«] man, who has thrown away all 


the tinsel of fashion, and affectation of youth, 


i 
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Caves a Uk > Pub pone ssiagik oO} Ne ma. 


that 
Fhongh De Lisp in his latter years, was 
owe «| and Fespet ‘ted for his virt e, ana exeme 


ary cor rdue ‘tin his early life, like most 


! 
saul ils, he had bowed at t ine ot fashion 
“ 
and high-lifes and more than once did the 
rise tt es! i} od ol tbe dbddle iD, nino} 
ric Win a wanton Vi ith it th auitai OT 
; ’ ; + 
ten perance 5 amd once a iscemea Toit in 
‘ . 
youth, but few have physical resolution suti 


erent to lead them to abandon it in then 
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sure and amusement, and through its baneful 
influence, rushes into vice and its immorality, 
must in the downfall of life drink of its unhal- 
lowed waters, to drown thoughts of bitterness 
and sorrow, which invariably follow in the 
wake of intemperance; and thus, by a cure 
more deadly than the evil, involve them in 
oblivion. 

It was in the evening of a bright day in 
Summer, as the splendor of the setting sun, 
was sparkling over the hills in the western 





horizon, announcing to the laborer the hour of 
rest, that I turned my stepsin the direction of 
the modest mansion of De Lisp, certain, that 
where each stranger was a welcome guest, an 
old acquaintance would receive his wonted| 
hospitality. ‘ Friend,’ said he, as he caught me | 
by the hand, ‘ I greet you with joy ; my mind 
is agitated at the pain of leaving you, but my 
perpeee is fixed. My mind is solitary, and 
ongs for retirement. { am resolved to quit 
this residence, and go into the sylvan abodes 
of the beasts of the forest.’ Surprised at the 
depression of one usually so gay and cheerful 
[ remained silent, proceeding slowly into the 
cottage.— 

‘Here,’ said De Lisp, taking froma side board 
and raising in his hand, the sparkling glass, 
his dim eye kindling up, and his decripit| 
body rising to a dignified posture, as if 
suddenly struck with all the nerve and vigor 
of youth, ‘here is the gall that bitters my soul, 
and here the Elysium of my enjoyments. 
Forty years are there recorded—with all their 
dissipation and immorality, their virtue, and 
their enjoyments. “Phe deeds as well as times 
of by-gone years, are there—and | can see 
them as though they were but of yesterday. 
On the one hand, I see joy and pleasure, and 
mirth in the charms of undisguised simplicity, 
and can feel the gay and cheerful heart, thatin 
the days of youth and boyhood used to dance 
around. But what are these, in the great mass 
of past events, in the life of one old in error 
and crime; they are diminutive as the grains 
of sand on the sea shore, when compared with 
the rocks of the mountain,’ 

‘And is it true,’ L asked, ‘ what Ihave so 
often heard asserted, that in age, the errors of 
youth and manhood, are so vivid in the mind, 
and fresh in the imagination—and are they 
not lost in the dark vista of departed years?’ 
‘ Forgotten—impossible !—for not until this 
body of flesh shall be transformed into clay, 
will they cease to be remembered. But let 
me proceed—for Whilst this glass holds out, 
my palsied frame is invigorated, and my) 
imbecile mind is strengthened. In it there is 
yet pleasure and hope; but when the quiet 
moments of calm and solemn reflection, have! 
come, the conscience scorches with inward | 
reprehension, and the heart writhes in misery 
and horror. In that glass I see my compeers 
in dissipation, in the jeyous thoughtlessness of 
youth—gay as the lark caroling in her aerial 
space, though not like her, in tacit aduration 


their graves: a doom 


you—in you | confide. 
}you, and if warning be taken, it may prove 
salutary in your advanced life. Of me, the 


of their Maker; him who first drew me iv*> 
vice is there—and many who fell victims . 
our fiendish allurements are there; young 
then in crime, but destined ere they entered 
«the dark valley of the shadow of death,” to 
be burdened with sin and profligacy.—Some 
ofthem became even more profligate than 
myself, and some less. Theyhave long since 
departed—some fell a sacrifice to dissolute- 
ness—others have been hurried untimely from 
the stage of life—and all have passed the 
ordeal of this world, and entered the precincts 
of the next—to which sanctuary, the living 
cannot follow. alone remain—still Ll survive 
the living torments of my soul: my friends are 
gone—the companions of my youth are in 
which soon awaits me 
too. Like a stout oak which bas braved the 
whirlwind, that has spread devastation abroad 
and levelled the surrounding forest, {am left 
to resist the vicissitudes of life alone, and to 
sink into the earth without a tear. As he 
concluded, his head sunk on his shoulders, 
and the brow which was wont to be high and 
lofty, sank into one of deep meditation and 
sorrow. ‘Allow me to pause,’ said he, * for 
my quivering heart, paralizes the tongue, and 
the lips have lost the power of utterance.’ 

It is impossible to describe the feelings of 
one who listens to a relation so portentous— 
who hears the voice of trouble and despair, 
from one whose ostensible life has been so 
pure, and whose character seems so chaste 
and upright, and at times jovial and jesting, 
I cannot delineate the passions of the speaker 
or the feelings of the hearer, but will proceed 
in the narration of my companion. ‘ You seem 
to be affected,’ said I,‘ as most men are, upon 
a reviewal of their lives—all in the course of 
a long life have done much which was not for 
the best; but they do not deserve repre- 
hension; whois it that has not lived a lile of 
errors? ‘The characters of the most virtuous 
are stained with crimes; and, indeed, it is 
beyoud the power of finite mar toavoid them. 
Nature has imprinted a passion for the indulge- 
ence of our desires,on every heart. Why, 
then, should you grieve r? Thad scarce con- 
cluded when he again resumed his history. 
* You are vet young, and know but little ol 
that whichage and experience willteach you : 
grey hats will turn your little errors into 
crimes and immorality into vice. Like the 
clouds which overshadow the sun, my virtues 
areeclipsed by my crimes.—But why,my friend, 
should L withhold from you the secrets of my 
heart. 1am not long for the abodes of man; 
my head is bowed down with age—my voice 
is tremulous and feeble—and my mind, once 
clear and vigorous is toosurely ebbing towards 
tnat worst of all diseases, mental abstraction. 
Till now the history of my life hasbeen hidden 
within my own bosom. IL will relate it to 
It may be alesson to 
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yerghbors who surround me are ignorant—and |resolution.?. ‘Who you ask, has been the 
wy former friends and acquaintances think jofender? It was L alone; society through my 
lam dead. IL have long been characterized | passionate spirit, lost one of her choicest 
the “ mysterious man.” ” beings, and the principles of honor, as well as 
Again he raised the glass in his hand, and |the laws of God and man, cry aloud for ven- 
continued. —‘ Here is recorded the history of geance. A life of deb auchery seldom fails to 
the jovial days of my youth—and this was my vend in crime; and my heart was steeled to 
ruin. Its presence brings to mind friends bear the most startling deeds. It was after a 
whom time has rolled into eternity; and in/dissolute life of many years, that L once more 
their miniatures, do | behold the deeds of our joined the family, which in younger years, had 
furmer lives: the charms of adolescence beam created in the vista of futurity, a scene of 
in their countenances, and their actions seem consummate pleasure and enjoyment ; ; itwasa 
a model of beauty and propriety. Burning. seasun of bliss to me, and congratulation 
are those recollections, and like the e phantom, | among my friends—all shone bright the pro- 
appear as the harbinger of melancholy and |spect ‘was fairand lovely withoutacloud. But, 
woful events. Once my blood raised in |alas how soon is prosperity hurried on to ad- 
admiration of their exploits—and my voice | versity, friendship into enmity. While yet 
joined in the general ec Get: but the wisdom of my soul was polluted with the demon of spirits, 
aye deprecates our former actions—and deep I rose in judgment against my fellow-man, and 
sinks the wound which our iniquities have sacrificed him a victim to the enthusiasm of my 
inflicted, into the penitential heart. Pleasure | rage. 
has forsakenme; andbythevirtueofmytormer| ‘The friend on whom [ ought to have heaped 
conduct, | have given all the time which nature unbounded love and praise, by an impolitic 
has allotted to me,in effecting a retribution of insinuation, or thoughtless allusion, caused my 
my crimes—and to make preparation for my anger to rise and led me to distort the 
departure from this world. tlow often in my slight offence into a gross insult. Naturally 
profligate. hours have L considered on the high- -tempered, and perhaps filled with wine, 
subject of a future state—how have [ strived (for at times I still found it impossible to 
tu evade the guilt which my crimes justly observe entire abstinence,) l reprehended and 
brought upon me; though not till now have Liinsulted him: and, oh! offered to him the 
justly appreciated their enormity. choice of two instruments of death !—and 
‘Twenty years have elapsed since I erected cowardly bade him fight or sacrifice his honor ! 
this cottage, with my own hands. [did not Such was the return for his kind offices in 
suppose it would have sheltered meso long ; for adversity—for his reclaiming hand when on 
then, life was not less oppressive than now.— | thebrinkofruin, Fries ids interfere l—intreat- 
It was in the wilderness, remote from all civil-|ed, persuaded—all knew L was in error. 
ized inhabitants: the savage alone knew my | They said it was a rash and inconsiderate 
abode, as he pursued the deer through the! hazard of life—and with reason and argument, 
forest; he looked with wonder on the novel begged me to desist. But my enmity was 
habitation, but regarded it not. Often did | ‘intractable, and in a few hours, but ten paces 
wish, that in his indiscriminate punishment, | separated, the deadly combatants. ‘The word 
he would raze it to the ground, and murder its; was given ‘to fire! v—My pistol snapped—my 
inhabitant. “The loud cry of the hunter was antagonist fired into the aire Free from agene- 
often heard; but soon it passed off like the rous principle of honor, after so noble an action 
dying breeze, and was heard no more? lof my friend, L again prepared to fire, and 
For a while he paused in solemn silence ;/ deliberately aimed itto hisheart! He fell to 
whilst L was left in deep reverie, L strived to the ground! Oh, Heavens! Shall [stop here! 
unravel the mystery, but it was dark and Lt cannot go farther—have mercy Great 
unfathomable. ‘Now | am surrounded with God!’ 
those beings whom a few years since Ishunned.| Again, and for the last time, he took the 
The halloo of the Indian in savage triumph, glass, and as if unconscious of his actions 
is no more heard—he has retired far to the drank it to the bottom.—With an insignificant 
westward: the white man has lopped down stare, his wild eye gazed for a moment—when 
those trees which shaded my hut; and where every nerve see ‘med to struggie: he rose from 
once stood the rude wigwam, is now a thriving his seat, and standing for a minute—fell to 
villave. 1 too will leave a home to which L the floor! A torpor hac seized my body, but 
have become endeared, where the intrusions | recollecting myself, L hastened to alford relief, 
of the white man have disturbed my solitude, when, to my amazement, the spirit had fled to 
and furrowed up my hunting grounds. Far | that ‘undiscovered country from whose bourne 
remote from civilized man L will once more no traveller returns !? 
make my dwelling place ; *De Lisp, | Upon an examination the dregs or sediment 
asked, ‘who has been so base as to de ‘prive in the glass, too clearly proved the act of sui- 
society of one of its brightest ornaments—to cide—he had prepared the potion, and alter 
turn the social nature of man, into misanthropy. leaving this brief clue to his history, drank 
Look with contempt, L pray you, on his isidi-| the Hiquidl which ended a criminal and mvate- 
ous desigus, retract frum your inconsiderate rious lite \— ll. &. BK. 
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For the Rural Repository, who she was, lobtained no satisfactory answer, 
THE LAST LOVE. The elderly lady’s dress betokened wealth; 
The other day, in looking over the papers of but her young and fair companion’s garb, al- 
an old bachelor uncle of mine, [ found the| though composed of the richest materials, was 
following sketch of one of his adventures. I elegantly plain. Her countenance wore the 
sha! give the manuscript as | found it, and the cast of high intellect. Her hair was of the 
reader considering that o/d men and especially richest auburn, and hung in rich luxuriance 
old bachelors are great egotists, will pardon, around a neck as white as new-lallen snow, 
the perhaps too frequent repetition of the egos. Her eyes—and their expression—[ can Rnd 
‘Morris, do you see that dark cloud just) 89 words to describe them more suitable than 
gathering in the horizon? * Yes 1 have ob-, those of Byron— 
served it, Gaveston, and have been thinking ‘Tler eyes, 
that we might je elits contents toobefore long. | Were black as death, their lashes the ¢ ray hue, 
My eye had been fixed for sometime upon a) Of dowancast length, in whose silk shadow lies 





Dee pest attraction, lor when, to the view 


black cloud Which grad Ue lly increased as it Forth fromits raven fringe the full glance flies ; 
aroseintheheavens. Lwasconnoisseur enough | Neer with such force the swiftest arrow flew ; 
in the weather to know what it portended. | Lis as the snake, late coil’d, who pourshis length, 


By dint of hard driving, however, and frequent: | And hurls at once his venom and his strength,’ 

ly throwing the silk’s end tomy already jaded, Ifer form too, was the perfect prototype of 
steed, we were enabled to arrive at the C ity ‘a fairy—so light, so elegantly proportioned, 
Hotel just as the large, heavy drops began to! In fact she was cast in nature's finest mould. 
patter around us The cloud had now attained Kivery thing about her was as it should be. 
a vloomy bi wkooss immediately above the Another touch from her palette would have 
citv; and while comfortab ly seated around spoile “l the whole. 

a good supper, we heard its contents poured; The last peals of the organ were yet vibra- 
in such a manner, as to make us heartily con-) ting through the massive arches of the church, 
gratulate ourselves on our lucky escape. when L turned to leave the sanctuary. In 
W earied as we were by our long ride, we re- spite of my exertions tothe contrary, the image 
tired to rest a» carly as possible, when the of the lovely stranger kept uppermost in my 
music Of rain paiteringon the roof and against mind; and as L walked on «magine my 
the windows, soon lulled us into a sound surprise, when [ found myself following in the 
repose. train of that fair one who had thus unwit- 

The sun had risen high above the horizon, tingly stolen away my thoughts. L endea- 
and was sheoting his rays athwart my room, voure ed to get a nearer view of her beautiful 
when Lawoke. As 1 cast my eye abroad no countenance and for this purpose quickened 
appearance of the late storm, was to be seen, my pace; but had to content myself with 
other than muddy streets. The windows of inwardly cursing the veil) which shrouded 
my room opened out upon a beautiful street features to which the imagined ones of the 
almost over-arched with shade trees, down Prophet of Khorassan must have yielded 
which as my eye roamed, L could perce ive the palm of beauty and Sp vendor. Her step 
persons here and there flitting along in silence, as she tript along before me, was light and 
as if fearful of disturbing the calm of a Sab-. free as air—she seemed almost celestial—and 
bath morning. The quiet of the moment how- | L was much inclined to call her an angel, but 
ever was suddenly broken by a mail coach, remembering a beautiful expression of afriend 
which came thundering along in no very re- of mine, who ry pean g the girl of his fancy, 
verential manner. At that moment L could said of her, «1 will not call her angel—for 
realize the good wishes of the petitioners there is too much beautiful flesh and blood 
against Sunday mails; andhad thas succeeded about her, to be an angel,’ I was content to 
in thei atte: upts to suppress them, it would think that she was terrestial, we winded on 
have saved the stage driver, a hearty impreca- throughimany abroad street, by manya splendid 
tion, and me—the sin of uttering: il. Inansion, and by the cottage of ‘the humble 
[had come into towu an entire stranger, poor too; yet in none of these did the beautiful 

but my friend Gaveston, having some ac- stranger enter, [ had almost given up the 
quaintance, we easily procured a seat in St. chase and turned back in despair, when the 
Paul’s charch. As my glance roved around object of my pursuit ascended the marble 


the gay assemblage, it rested involuntarily , poruco of a superb edifice. L marked the 
upon a young and lovely girl, and when her house and wentmy way. After due inquiries, 
eves fell beneath my eager gaze, the blush of, the next morning, | learned that my dulcimea 
modesty mantled Ler cheeks, overspreading had but just arrived in town; and had, that 
her neck and bosom with its tell-tale spaomr ie (a oevgg set off for a fashionable watering 
"Lhe thoucht ef my linpertine: co almosi made! place. ‘This intelligence at first seemed a 
me tur away——but the attraciion was too blow to all my nourished hopes. Her place 
stiong—lL could not resist a little longer|/ol destination divectly contrary to that ot 
gazing on beauty. She was seated with an|mine,—and my business so urging, too!—what 
elderly lady in rather a conspicuot s part of} could one do but give her up, and find another 
the church ; but to Hy - ressing inquirics as lu/auswering to the weal of his lacy. 
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Yet voung in life and possessed of fair pros- 
pects, if wealth could make one happy, happiness 
was mine. With these then—youthand riches, | 
united with a small share of talents, L Hattered 
myself, that my person and appendages, would 
beany thing but disagreeable to most ladies ;— 
and L had formed the preposterous—foolish 
notion of offering my hand and fortunes to the 
fair fugitive. A resolution then being thus 
made, to my friend’s great surprise, the impor. 
tant fact was found out, that my business was 
not quite so pressing as had been supposed ; 
and besides, that | needed some recreation to 
restore the usual tone to my suddenly debili- 


tated frame. C onsequently in pursuit. of, 
health, L set out for the springs where | soon | 


arrived. 

After the usual preliminaries of dressing, 
bathing, perfuming and a thousand etceteras, 
I descended to the dinner table; where 
without more than one glance around the 
room, | discovered the fair unknown com- 
fortably seated beside an elegant looking 
young man. In him [ instantly recognised an 
old and familiar acquaintance. “My joy, Lcould 
hardly refrain from expressing audibly, as the 
thought popped into my mind, that the lady 
might be his sister or pe rhaps cousin. Suflice 
it tosay, that my friend soon came to my room, 
when barely giving him a salutation, L eagerly 
inquired whether the young lady who was 
with him, was his sister? Fitzgerald) smiled 
at my eagerness, and promised me an itro- 
duction ; without more ado, passing my arm 
through his, we descended to the drawing 
room, where was the beautiful stranger seated 
near a window, apparently comtemplating the s 
scene without. We drew near, my heart 
palpitated like an aspen leat oe was introduced 
tu ———- Mus. Fitze ERALD! 

Had a thunderbolt fallen upon me, it could 
hardly have done more execution. [ was 
astounded ; and fled from the room, and the 
springs, having lost allhopes of ever getting 
the interesting young stranger, as a help: meet 
through lite—and more, Lam one ol those 
beings whom the ladies so much hate—yet | 
notwithstanding the happiest of God's crea- 
tion—an old bachelor. Morus. 





For the Rural Re po itory 
MELANGE NO. 3. 
JUNILUS. 

‘ Dauntless he brav’d the storm; stil] undismay- ly 

Pioclaim’d the people and their rights betray d; 





Made tyrants tremble on their bloo {-stain d throne, 

And truth and freedom mark’d bim for ber own.’ 

Curiosity has spec ulated much on the author- 
ship of Junius. ‘The loftiest political and 
literary abilities have been enlisted—a mass of 
internal and circumstantial evidence has been 
collected, yet so linpene ‘trable was the bulwark 
of secresy In which this ¢ mighty shadow of a 
shade’ entrenched himself, that even curiosity 
with its untiring zeal has not fathomed the 
mystery. Junius was an anomaly in the| 
political world ; and deep and laborious investi: | 
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‘gation alone can determine, whether he was 
instigated to a task so replete with danger, 
and ~ which required all the concentrated 
energies of a mighty intellect, by a holy patvi- 
vtisin, by the resistless energy of inordinate 
ambition, or the goadings of malice and private 
resentment. 
| ‘The age in which Junius lived was an age 
of energetic action. ‘Lhe spirit of liberty was 
abroad in its might. Political society was 
convulsed, and the bold measures and denun- 
clations of a populace goaded to madness 
portended a feartul storm. ‘The constitution 
was made the sport of des igning men fevered 
by their own sophistries —the Government 
was administered by venal and inelflicient mini- 
'sters—Parliamentagainstalllawand precedent 
waged an exterminating war against Wilkes 
and liberty. ‘he people laboured under the 
_paroxysm of party, and it required a bold and 
skilful hand to direct into its proper channe! 
the current of popular resentment. At this 
fearful crisis Juntus from his hiding place hurled 
forth his bold Philippics. ‘Phe whole machinery 
of law was set in motion—the vials of ministe- 
rial wrath were full to overilowine—executive 


authority thundered out its anathemas ; but he 


stood unblenched amid the warring of the 
political elements. 

There is a moral sublimity in the act of 
Junius stretching forth his arm to roll back 
the desolating tide of corruption. His was a 
boldness, which looked with contempt upon 
baseness, even when supported by all the powp 
and pageantry of power—a boldness which 
shrunk not from the keenest wit, the bitterest 
satire, and most vindictive vituperation—a 
boldness which quailed not before the glance 
of ministerial vengeance. The splendor of 
titles was no barrier to his mighty wrath. 
Royalty interposed no impenetrable Adgis to 
his. fury. He saw the King—the dupe of a 
faithless ministry, violating the spirit of the 
conslitutionand rashly thwarting the measures 
of amaddened populace, and boldly addressed 
his royal ear in tones of unmeasured indigna- 
tion. Cesar-like he crossed the Rubicon, and 
trod fearlessly where men of ordinary courage 
dared not look. ‘Phe creature of passion, he 
was malignant, vindictive, sarcastic, im- 
placable in his resentments. Mountebanks 
in character he tortured by the slow process of 


ow ' 
dissection. When provoked by the wily arti- 
ices to which venality resorted to screen 


itself from public observation, he poisoned 
with its own venom, and wielded with the 
vigorous grasp of a giant, the trenchant blade 
of satire. Moral and politic al deformity of 
character he probed with consummate skill. 
lie ope ned the curse-book of Pandemonium, 
and lavished its soul-thrilling epithets on 
Bedford and Crafton. ‘“Pouse his own e npha- 
tic language, ‘he collected the scattered sweets 
of Lord Mansfield’s character til their united 
virtue tortured the sense.” Ile was the 
champion of the political tournament. Un- 
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supported by a single lance, but ‘clad in the 





panoply of a righteous cause,’ he fearlessly WUSCUMDbAMWOV Ve 
entered thelists. Athisbugle-note of defiance, | —— : - — 
a host of adversaries, burning for fame and PERSONAL APPEARANCE, 


revenge, couched the lance and rushed fiercely This 13 one of those things of accident, 
tothe onset. Conscious of his mighty strength | resting with nature. No man or woman can 
he awaited the shock—like the Roman Hora-|form their own persons, and none should be 
tius parried every thrust, and crushed every | praised or blamed on this head, The disposi- 
assailant beneath a colossal arm. tion of looking well is ruining half the young 
The superficial examiner of the pages of people in the world—causing thein to study 
Junius may perhaps attribute their electrifying| their glasses, and paint and patch, instead ot 
effect, in part to the feverish excitement of| pursuing that which 1s lasting or sulid —the 
party, and that magical fascination which cultivation of the mind. It is always a weak 
mystery throws around the heart. But their| mind, if not a bad heart, to hear a person praise 
claim to intellectual superiority rests not on so} 0r blame another on the ground alone that they 
fragile a foundation. Cool and dispassionate| are handsome or homely. Actions should be 
criticism discovers in them that nobility of; the test--and a liberal course of conduct pursued 
thought and originality of expression, which|to all. It matters little whether the person is 
are the striking characteristics of a loft y{tall or short—whether the blood stains the 
intellect. His writings bear the impress of a) cheek or runs in another channel. Fashion 
restless and mighty mind—a mind which) makes the difference as to beauty. ‘The lily 
caught inspiration from every thing it looked |is as sweet if not so gay as the rose, and it 
on—a mind invigorated by the loftiest flights.) bears no thorn about it. As to appearance, 
At the altar of his genius, learning offered her fashion should not be allowed to bear upon 
choicest gifts. He explored the whole field of that which cannot be changed, except by de- 
Constitutional law, and the flood of light,,;ception, and what indeed, in reality, ts not 
which this study poured upon his mind, made) worth the trouble of being so, even if it could. 
him a hiberalistin principle and the bold cham-| —_—_——. 
pion of Parliamentary reform. His depth of; TECUMSEH, ; 
thought, laborious research and sagacity in| Was the most celebrated Indian _ warrior 
the detection of political aberration proclaim that ever raised the tomahawk against the 
him a leviathan in politics. His pages are! white men, and with him fell the hopes of the 
filled with profound political and moral truths, | Indians attached to the British army. But he 
which a sagacious intellect gleans from long! fell respected by his enemies,agreatand magna- 
experience and close observation, and which! nimous chief for though he never took prisoners 
are the beacon lights of the statesman in the|in battle, he treated with humanity those that 
period of Revolution. History and Philosophy| had been taken by others; and at the defeat 
Wiumined his path, while searching the laby-jof Col. Dudley, in attempting to relieve Fort 
rinth of human nature, and laying bare the} Meigs, actually put to death a chief whom he 
springs ofhuman action. His writings sparkle found engaged in the work of Massacre. He 
with the liveliest sallies of wit, and exhibit! was endowed with a powerful mind, and pos- 
such keenness of satire and pungency of sessed the soul of a hero; had an uncommon 
sarcasm, that the dullest imagination cannot dignity in his countenance and manners, by 
but paint the writhings of his victim. ILis, which marks, he could be easily distinguished, 
fancy, exuberant and of that manly character! even after death, from the rest of the slain; 
which results from a vigorous understanding,| for he wore a mark of distinction. When 
gathered from the whole circle of the arts and, virded with a silk sash, and told by Gen. 
sciences those splendid materials, which his; Proctor that he was made a_ brigadier in the 
imagination wrought into original and sublime, British service, he returned the present with 
Imagery. Independence of mind and accuracy respectful contempt.—Born with no title to 
of discrimination showed him at a glance the command but his native greatness, every tribe 
strongerand weaker points of discussion. His yielded submission to bim atonce, and no one 
bold and original argument, urged with all the disputed his authority. [lis form was uncom- 
impetuosity ot a flery temperament, strength-) monly elevant, his stature about six feet and 
ened conviction and even disarmed prejudice. his limbs perfectly proportioned.—Volitical 
Sophistry however artfully blended with argu-| Clarion. 
ment escaped not this lynx-eyed logician; yet ——— 
he with admirable address wove assertion into! Some gentlemen ofa Bible Association lately 
argument. His enthusiastic and eloquent 
language was the lever of Archimedes to the 
world of passion. ILanoun. 











calling upon an old woman in New Orleans, to 
see if she had a Bible, were very severely re- 
| proved with the reply,* Do you think ventlemen 
‘that Lam a Heathen, to ask such a qaestion 2 
Great talents renders a man famous; great} ‘Then addressing a little girl, she said, * Run 
meric procures respect; great learning es-|and fetch the Bible out of my drawer, that I 
teem; but good breeding alone ensures love| may show it to the gentlemen.’ 
and allection. 





The gentle- 
jmen declined giving her the trouble, but she 
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insisted on giving them ocular demonstration 
that she was no Heathen.—Accordingly the 
Bible was brought, nicely covered, and_ on 
opening it, the old woman exclaimed. ‘ Well, 
how glad i am that you have come ; here are 
my spectacles, that I have been looking for 





these three years, and didn’t know where to 
find ’em ? Liverpool Paper. 





A Highlander who sold brooms went into| 
a barber’s shop in Glasgow, a few days since, 
to get shaved. ‘The barber bought one of his 
brooms, and, after having shaved him, asked | 


the price of it. ‘Two pence,’ said the High-| 
lander.— * No, no,’ said the barber, ¢ UIl give 


you a penny; if that does not satisfy you, 
take back the broom again? ‘The Highlander 
took it, and asked what he had to pay? ‘A 
penny, sail strap, * Pil gie you a bawbee,’ 
said Duncan, ‘ and if that dinna satisfy ye, ye 
may puton my beard again.’ 





It may not be generally known that the 
Marquis de la Fayette, the father of the present 
Marquis, was a colonel in the French Army, 
and fell in the battle of Minden, in 1759, in 
which fight the German and English troops 
were commanded by Prince Ferdinand, of 
Brunswick. ‘The Marchioness was left preg- 
nant, and the posthumous child was the present 
Marquis. 





Mr. Suckling,aclergyman of Norfolk, having 
a quarrel with a neighbouring ventleman, whe 
insulted him, and at last told him, ¢ Doctor 
your gowns your protection.’ Replied ‘though 
it m: ay be mine, it shall not be yours, and im- 
mediately pulled it off, and threshed the ag- 
pressor. 

A celebrated physician being sent for by a 
lady who imagined herself very ill, she com- 
plained to him that she eat too much 5 slept too 
SOUT) il: 
‘ Bes ike yourself perfectly easy, madam,’ said 

he doctor,— 
shall soon have nothing 


of these things to 
complain of.’ 





An innkeeper of New-York, with a view to: 
distinguish his house from others, placed his, 
Si: ynboard upside down. An Hibernian obser-' 
ving it, immediately turned on his head, when 
a rentleman passing, surprised at his posture, 
asked him his reason, £ Why,’ replied the son 
of Erin, * that L may read the sign to be sure.’ 


Reasons for discontinuing a P riodical.—The 
publisher of a Scottish periodical which re- 
cently went the way of all things, gives in his 
expiring number, two reasons, which he terms 

‘cogenU ones, and they certainly are so, for the | 
demise of his journal. The first i is, ° th: it all 
his contributors left him 3? and the second ts, 
‘that all his subscribers, in obedience to the| 


scriptural injunction, went and did likewise.’ 





and had an uncommon flow of spirits. | 


‘follow my ‘prescriptions, and ye. 
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SATU RDAY, JANU ARY 14, 1832. 
Who has gained the Prize ?—The premium of One 
Hundred Dollars, offered sometime since by the pub- 
lishers of the Saturday's Courier, Philade!phia, for the 
best original Tale, has been awarded to Miss Denia 
S. Bacon of this State. The tale is, entitled Love's 
Martyr, and is founded on a melancholy incident which 
/occurred during the American Revolution, 











Literary Premiums.—The publishers of the Lady's 
Book, offer T’wo Hundred Dollars for the best original 

‘ale, and Fifty Dollars tor the best original Poem, 
suitable for publication in that interesting periodical. 
These are high premiums for the evcouragemeuat of 
literary talent and we hope the publisheis will be 
recompensed accordingly. Communications intended 
as candidates for either of the above prizes must be 
addressed to L. A. Godey & Co. Now 112, Chesnut 
Street, Philadelphia, and forwarded, 


free of postage, 
before the first day of June next. 





More Premiums.—The publisher of the Canadian 
Casket, offers the following premiums ;— Three Pounds, 
currency, for the best original ‘Tale, having its scene 
laid in Canada—One Pound, do. for the best original 
Essay—One Pound, do. for the best original Poem, 


and One Pound, do. for the best article ondec the 
following heads: Natural History, Biography, the 
Arts. ‘lhe successful competitor for any of the above 


prizes, who furnishes the plainest and most correct 
manuscript will also be presented with a volume of the 
Rural Repository ; and each of the successful compe- 
titors with a volume of the Casket at the eud of the 
year.—Communications to be forwarded, free of post- 
age, to A. Crossman, publisher, previous to the first 
day of April next. 


To Correspondents. 

Our correspondents must exercise patience 3 we have 
many communications on hand, our paper is small, aud 
our compensation not sufficient, even were it desirable, 
to fill its columus wholly with original matter ; but in 
due time such articles as are deemed worthy of insertion 
shall appear. 


LETTERS CONTAINING RE 


Received at this office, from dgents and others, for the Kigath 
Votume, ending January Vth. 
C. Morgan, Pittstield, Ms. S81: Ti. Dodge, Sehauneatcles, N. VST; 
J. Shaver, Copake,N. VY. SL; C. Windsor, Guutord, N.Y.81; #.4. 
Gilleut, Westtieid, Ms. $2; B. Van Wagener, P. M. New-Paitz, $1. 


LMAiTTANCES 


SUMMARY. 
The population of Penusylvania is estunated at 1,347,072 souls ; 
of this number, there are 1,300,206 whites ; 
persons, aud 336 slaves. 


37,00 free coloured 


Passing Strange! —We heard itremarked as a singular comme: 
dence, that the year, he month, aod tue week, 
meturday!! 

Fortune's Frelics. —A gentleman of this place lately drew 
a week, SI 800 with 2 shares of lottery tickets. 
in Philidelphia a short time since, | 
No. LIY Chesnut-st. 


should all end any 


» Within 
\iiack hod carrier 
ol Khobea T. 
prize al S20000, A 


urchased a ticket 


hickoell, which drew 2 


Mrs. M’ Donnell, whe lodged tn a garet, ian ebsecure part of the 
city of New-York, was recently found out by a gentloinaa whe 
sntormed her that property tothe value ol JO,000, pad been lett her 
in Scotluud. —Frankiia Republican. 
| — 
| MARRIED, 
At Nantucket, on the 20:h ult. Mr. theary Goodrich, formerly of 
this citv, to Miss Naney Gilford, of Nantucket 
At Canaan, of Weedouesdayv the di rost.ly Lider Beach, of Pint 
icid, Ms. 1 r samuel Pomroy, Pascorol the Wet B at Chorch 
in Piiledale, to Miss Bets y ( iruis, daugiiter of Deacon Saurnucl .\ 
Curtis, of Caunaan. 
ly Mast mn iksgiving day, Mr. Haleey Brewer, of 
Chatham, to Miss Louisa Whitmore Mr. Bdwin Bratard, to Luey 
WV hiituiore. Fhese young ladies were daughters ot Mi Josep 
W hitmere, Wh ifanuly ul thirlecn duush s.s:x olf whuin are 
hi | 
An Co ’ th by Wi r. ‘Treat 3 M 
| Marts Wavy f ‘Tachh cy te J iW f 
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For tho Rural Repository. 
THE PATRIOT POLE. 
Slow sank the blazing orb of day 
Down in the golden west ;— 
Till its last beam in dimness lay 
High on the east-mount’s crest, 
While leaned the soldier pale and wan, 
*Neath Warsaw’s ramparts high, 
A fallen and dejected man, 
Bereft of Liberty. 
Long—long the struggle, firm and true, 
With vengeance he had waged ;— 
His glowing ardour brighter grew 
As fliercer battles raged ;— 
He'd swelled the shout of chivalry 
O’er Ostrolenka’s ground, 
And met again—as meet the free— 
To pass the cheer around. 


The genius, proud, of Liberty, 
Ile watch'd her fade away, 

And lurid blackness shroud the free, 
As twilight cloth’d the day ;— 

But darker far—a deeper gloom 
Than twilight’s mellow shade, 

So soon dissolved by the moon, 
That rose in fire arrayed. 

For not a star—a glimm’ring hope— 
Shone o'er his clouded mind ;— 

On glory’s scroll no finger wrote, 
The laurel wreath to bind ; 

The foeman’s wrath—with bloody ire, 
Upon him soon would rest ;— 

The foeman’s wrath—to dim the fire 
That swelled a hero's breast. 

He cast his heavy sunken eye 
Along the deathly way, 

Where, bleeding in their agony, 
The fallen patriot’s lay .— 

One curse upon the spoiler’s head 
With feeble breath he spake— 

One curse—ti.e last—his spirit fled, 
Where spirits brave awake. 

When spring burst forth in wild array, 
When Earth rang loud with mirth, 

None breathed a blither roundelay 
Than he ot peasant birth.— 

Now Winter whistles round his manes;— 
The snow-sheet shrouds the brave ;— 

Where sweet he sleeps on Warsaw's plains, 
Sweet, in his humble gravee— R. 


Hudson, Jan. 
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For the Rural Repository. 
TUE VOYAGER’'S SONG OF HOME. 
Ar.—Bavurian Waltz. 
Io! every eye in its gladness is beaming, 
Again to the land of our father’s we come; 
Over yonder blue billow where sunset is gleaming, 


Lo the skies kiss the land, and that land is our home! 


Io! the dark days of our peril are past, 
And ceased have the sea-weary pilgrims to roam ; 


Ami the eye that is dimmed by long sorrow, at last 


to jOY 10 the sunshine of home. 


oe 
Snail KUO } 


lo ! merry hearts are awaiting our landing, 
Again youth and grandsires to greet you we come 
With joy at the thought the full heart isexpanding,— 


Io, the bright skies, the dear friendships of home ! 
Canajoharie, Dec. 7th, 1831. X. 


For the Rural Repository. 
TOE- 
Farewe!! ! and tho’ never again 
I may look on that soul-beaming face 
Yet my heart shall its image retain, 
And memory its features shall trace. 





Tho’ thy smile be estranged from me now, 
Cau! doubt that thy spirit is pure? 
And tho’ scorn sit enshrined on thy brow 
I resent not, but yet must deplore. 








And whatever the future may bring. 
Fate cannot abolish the past, 
When Time fled on gladsomest wing, 
And the moments shed bliss as they pass'd 
Thy smile with benignity bright 
Thy eye, like an angel's it shone : 
Like a star in the splendors of night, 
Aud thatsmile and that glance were my own, 


But Farewell! and tho’ never again, 
I may look on that soul-beaming face 
Yet iny heart shallits image retain 
And memory its features shall trace 
CLARIAN,. 
STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 
BY JAJA-EL. 


Thou'rt false to me—thou'rt false to me, 
And pride shall teach me to forget; 
But still my heart beats warm for thee— 

I love thee yet—] love thee yet? 





} I thought to still 
Lach burning thrill, 


| I thought to drown each fond regret; 

| Butah! my soul 

Forbids contro] — 

| [ love thee yet—I love thee yet! 

Still ’midst the gay I'm seen, 'm heaid— 
My mother joys to hear me sing; 

Nor dreams, that like the wounded bird, 
I bear the shaft beneath the wing. 


j 


voOwWwWeRT, 
At twilight hour, 

I mourn o'er hopes forever set; 
And tears might tell, 

ITow much too well 

} I love thee yet—I love thee vet! 


But in my 





URTLOWLASe 


Answer lothe pPuxzLEs on our last. 


} 


| PuzziKe 1.—Because it requires much guilt (gilt) te 
make him turn pale. 
PuzzLe1.—Because it makes all—fall. 


’ 
NEW PUZZLES. 
j I. 
My first has set a nation lree, 
My seconds usd mn cooke ry. 
‘Tis for my first my all was mad 


Now guess my name—enough is said 


ai 








’ ’ Thy » lette » iih ow - 
Jo! soonagain shall we wander in gladness Why is the letter P like n y uncle s fat wile walking 
. } ] 

In the bowers of ou infancy, joyous in blooms uphill 

= ~ ~ | _ Ow —e <r 
I n give to the ocean the tear-drops of sadness, | - ~ eee oe ~: 
) 7 ‘ , , | - = 

Fora smile lights the PEE ek ORES GROTTO, | RURATI, ROPOCSITORY, 

fo ! thev are rising—the towers of our childhoe l, ae YY. ' wr Saturd hy WILLIAM RB. STODDARD 
3 | : idan, N LONE DOLLAR, yu ' able in advanee 

Phe gay painted hamlet and sun gilded dome ; i Perons furwn ¢ FIVE DOLLARS - Sa. Mie Staion 

Aud th mim iaden oveeze trom the lepths of th wild rh leont 1} - . la Tithe page and Index 
, 
| ' eet t \ ! — e 
’ 5 i ile iva oil ( | é 7 











